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writers.   For the  ordinary man is  also passive.
Within a narrow circle (home life, and perhaps'
the trade union or local politics) he feels himself
master of his fate, but against major events he is as
helpless as against the elements.   So far from en-
deavouring  to  influence   the  future,   he  simply
lies down and lets things happen to him.   During
the past ten years literature has involved itself
more and more deeply in politics, with the result
that there is now less room in it for the ordinary man
than at any time during the past two centuries.
One can see the change in the prevailing literary
attitude by comparing the books written about the
Spanish Civil War with those written about the
war of 1914-18.   The immediately striking thing
about the Spanish war books, at any rate those
written in English, is their shocking dullness and
badness.   But what is more significant is that al-
most all of them, right-wing or left-wing, are written
from a political angle, by cocksure partisans telling
you what to think, whereas the books about the
Great War were written by common soldiers or
junior officers who did not even pretend to under-
stand what the whole thing was about. Books like
All Quiet on the Western Front, Le Feu, A Farewell to
Arms, Death of a Hero, Good-bye to All That, Memoirs
of an Infantry Officer and A Subaltern on the Somme
were written not by propagandists but by victims.
They are saying in effect, "What the hell is all
this about?   God knows.   All we can do is to en-
dure."   And though he is not writing about war,
nor, on the whole, about unhappiness, this is nearer
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